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was as cold and correct as a fishes* kisses. (? a fish's kiss, a fish-
kiss: fishes-kisses? .. .) Your Xmas plans? I had a great idea of
some time in London, and was given the keys of a flat in Brook
Street, off Berkeley Square. Very posh.1 Unfortunately no leave
was offered me. So I'm at Cranwell instead, general fatigues, . . .
Crashed off the Brough last monday: knee: ankle; elbow:
being repaired. Tunic and breeches being replaced. Front
mudguard, name-plate, handlebars, footrest, renewed. Skid on
ice at 55 m.p.h. Dark: wet: most miserable. Hobble like a
cripple now.                                                                             s.

Your posting? a false alarm? presumably.

I've asked A.W.L. to plant trees round the hill-top ...
calling on you for Edkin's help if necessary, unless his own
market gardener at Bournemouth plays up.

My respectful salutations to L/C Willis.

277: TO LIONEL CURTIS
14-xn .25.                                                                         \Cranw ell]
I am aweary, aweary,
I would that I were dead.*
This completes the quotation referred to. It freezes: it snows: it
blows. I'm cold as cold. The running rivers of my brain are all
a-frozen. Don't expect coherence till a thaw sets in.
The sweater: the Canadian sweater? I'm almost sure it's there,
I can feel it, by hooking a finger between the third and fourth
buttons (next above the belt) of my tunic. But this is sense-
evidence only. To make sure, I should have to unbutton my
tunic, and look: and the wind is howling so terribly about this
hangar that I don't dare.
You said something, when you sent the royal thing, about
motorcycling, and Canada: but it must have been made for work
in the Flights at CranwelL They offer me huge prices here, for it:
packets and packets of woodbines: spare pairs of boots, a 'civic
1 See letter No. 28z,                         * Tennyson, Mariana.